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John  Butcher  clung  to  Rupert  Rains, 
the  side  of  a  cliff  six  hundred  Crippled  Elk, 
feet  above  the  rocky  scree  on  the 
eastern  side  of  Buffalo  Butte,  twenty-tw 
ast  of  Mecklenberg,  South  Dakc 


Thesur 


in  shad- 


the  ghost  dance  as  a  means  to  power. 
The  problem  with  the  old  ghost  dance, 
said  Crippled  Elk,  was  too  much  empha¬ 
sis  on  faith  and  not  enough  on  action. 
Dancing  and  singing  won't  do  the  job. 


"Become  the  stone,  John,  and  not  even 

had  told  him.  His^grandfather  had  also 
told  him  the  legend  of  Wovoka,  the 
Paiute  medicine  man,  who  had  taught  the 
People  to  dance  the  Ghost  Dance,  so  that 
the  white  man  would  disappear  from  the 
land  and  the  buffalo  would  return.  The 
Ghost  Dance  had  been  a  pacifist  ceremo¬ 
ny,  but  because  of  it,  the  Army  massacred 
dozens  of  men,  women,  and  children  at 
Wounded  Knee  on  the  Pine  Ridge  Reser- 


Nidal  of  the 
Black  Hills,  setting  off  a  series  of  explo¬ 
sions  from  the  Wild  Bill  Hickok  Saloon 
in  Deadwood  to  the  Federal  Court  Build¬ 
ing  in  Rapid  City.  He  had  surrounded 
himself  with  a  cadre  of  desperate,  dan¬ 
gerous  men  who  believed  his  every  word 
and  were  willing  to  die  for  the  cause. 
Great.  Butcher  admired  conviction.  But 

had  killed  four  innocent  bystanders  and 
injured  sixteen,  including  a  Lakota  moth¬ 
er  and  her  two  children  who  happened 
to  be  making  a  deposit  in  one  of  the 
banks  Crippled  Elk  had  targeted. 

Such  activities  turned  off  the  majority  of 
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In  the  following  days,  he'd  leaned  on  his 

meeting  that  would  take  place  on  Buffalo 
Butte.  Talk  of  the  Ghost  Dance  had  been 
around  for  six  months,  since  Crippled 
Elk  had  adopted  the  term  for  his  organi¬ 
zation.  Members  of  the  cell  spoke  of 
"doing  the  Ghost  Dance,"  when  they 
planned  to  detonate  a  bomb,  or  rob  a 
bank,  their  second  most  popular  activity. 

When  he  finally  put  the  pieces  together, 
it  was  hard  to  believe.  Crippled  Elk  was 
planning  to  stage  a  Ghost  Dance  cere¬ 
mony  atop  Buffalo  Butte  and  produce  the 
long-dead  Shatter  Eye,  a  bloodthirsty 
shaman  who'd  sought  to  match  the  white 

can" troops  cm  horseback,  motorcycled 


sacrifice  would  take,  Butcher  wasn't  sure. 
He  hoped  that  if  it  were  true,  it  would 
involve  an  animal.  And  that  was  just  the 


sacred'by  aHtodians,  Crippled  Elk  had 

effects^  he  planned  to  present  himself  as 
Shatter  Eye  reincarnate,  to  arm  his  men 
on  the  spot  and  present  them  with  a 

tant  whites.  The  new  Shatter  Eye  would 
stage  an  event  to  convince  his  followers 
that  he  possessed  magical  powers,  and 


send  them  out  on  the  spot  to  instantly 


ous  plans.  During  the  Boxer  Rebellion, 

nerable  to  bullets  by  standing  up  to 
blanks.  Wovoka  himself  had  produced 

Butcher  was  convinced  that  if  Crippled 
Elk  carried  out  his  insane  plan,  many  of 

until  Crippled  Elk  had  "transformed" 
himself  into  Shatter  Eye.  Then  Butcher 
would  enter  the  circle  of  fire,  claiming 
that  be  was  the  true  Shatter  Eye  and 
Crippled  Elk  was  an  impostor.  After  that, 
he'd  play  it  by  ear.  It  wasn't  a  bad  plan, 
but  it  had  inherent  flaws.  Crippled  Elk, 
who  stood  five  feet  five  inches  tall, 
weighed  245  lbs.,  none  of  it  fat,  like  a 
hyper-thyroid  Indian  Dwight  Muham- 


wood,  but  had  recently  lost  his  job  and 
was  at  loose  ends.  John  had  hoped  to  talk 

thing  he  could  do  to  help,  but  it  would 


Butcher  prepared  his  gear  and  went  into 

self  for  the  coming  battle.  It  had  been  a 
long  time  since  he'd  practiced  the  cere¬ 
mony,  but  the  knowledge  never  left  him. 

induce  a  vision.  But  Butcher  had  learned 


and  forgave  him  for  the  alterations  he 
had  made.  So  Butcher  walked  into  the 


and  chocolate  as  well  as  the  red  pipe- 
stone  and  he  would  offer  to  the  four  cor¬ 
ners  of  the  earth. 


while  he  worked  on  the  old  sweat  lodge. 


Butcher  had  a  black  belt  in  shorin-ryu, 
and  had  beaten  many  larger  men.  But  he 

ofthe  Che  Guevara  School  for  Infiltra¬ 
tion  and  Sabotage  on  Cuba.  They  had 

in  the  world.  Crippled  Elk  had  messed  up 
all  sorts  of  people,  including  numerous 
law  enforcement  officers. 

Butcher  parked  his  bike  at  Perry  Thig- 
at  the  edge  of  a  desolate  field.  The  hard 

and  engine  blocks,  but  Perry  was 
nowhere  to  be  found.  Perry  had  been 
working  at  an  auto  supply  store  in  Dead- 


years.  After  Butcher  had  rigged  the  frame 
from  local  saplings  and  pieces  of  canvas, 
he  set  up  the  specially-prepared  liquid 
propane  stove,  modified  to  hold  a  brazier 
filled  with  stones.  No  way,  in  that 
picked-over  place,  would  he  have  been 

build  a  decent  fire.  The  lodge's  entrance 
faced  east.  Butcher  stripped  himself  and 
entered,  carrying  only  a  spray  of  sage. 

Normally,  a  helper  would  have  assisted 
him  with  the  stones,  but  he  had  already 
placed  these  in  the  stove.  He  had  also 


For  three  days,  Butcher  prayed,  ate  spar- 

dawn  and  bowed  naked  before  the  sun. 
He  returned  to  the  lodge  and  smoked  the 

to  the  four  comers  of  the  earth.  He 
flicked  water  on  the  stones  and  when  the 


Buffalo  Butte  was  located  in  the  Belle 
Fourche  National  Grasslands.  Its  remote 
location  made  it  unpopular  with  tourists, 
but  to  the  Lakota  and  a  few  other  tribes, 
it  was  the  most  sacred  place  on  Earth  — 
more  sacred,  even,  than  the  Black  Hills. 

Butcher  knew  that  Crippled  Elk  would 
have  his  followers  on  the  Butte  mas- 

pers  days  in  advance.  It  was  probable 
that  members  of  the  Ghost  Dance  Cell 


vision  hill,  or  hambelachiya  he  had  built  shifts,  to  safeguard  their  cache  and 


the  rocks.  He  had  only  himself  to  rely  on 
—  if  anything  happened  to  that  line  he'd 
be  buzzard  food. 

Butcher  practiced  his  tanjin  breathing  as 
Tsunami  had  taught  him  years  ago  on  Oki¬ 
nawa.  When  he  felt  calm  but  slightly 

the  line  and  gently  let  go  of  die  piton.  The 
breeze  chilled  the  sweat  on  his  face  and 
torso  as  he  swung  toward  the  eastern  hori¬ 
zon  and  for  an  instant,  as  his  swing  carried 
him  beyond  the  rocky  protrusion  that  had 
concealed  him  from  above,  he  could  hear 
men  conversing  in  excited  snatches  and 
the  beat  of  drums.  He  looked  up.  He  was 
too  close  to  the  side  of  the  butte  for  him  to 

ing  down.  His  luck  held. 

Butcher  worked  his  way  up  over  the  pro¬ 


trusion  and  paused  on  a  six-inch  shelf. 

He  was  now  ten  feet  beneath  the  top  of 
the  butte  and  he  could  hear  the  men 
more  clearly,  but  the  words  were  indis- 

looked  back  toward  the  east,  which  was 
now  cloaked  in  darkness.  Around  the 
edges  of  the  butte,  to  the  north  and 
south,  he  could  see  fading  light  the  color 
of  burnt  macaroni  as  the  sun  set.  It  was 
decidedly  chilly  on  the  rock,  despite  the 
thermals  rising  from  the  prairie  below.  A 
curious  owl  glided  soundlessly  by,  carry- 


Butcher  nodded  to  the  owl.  "Here's  to 
you,  little  brother,"  he  whispered  into  the 
wind.  At  least  it  hadn't  been  a  crow.  If  it 
had,  Butcher  would  have  considered 
abandoning  the  mission,  because  that 
would  have  been  a  very  bad  sign. 


